WOODLEY (on window seat] : I wish I could get
them straightened out.

AINGER : What's the matter ? (Mo answer,)
Can't you tell me ?

WOODLEY (turning to him) : Oh, it's all such a
beastly mix-up.

AINGER : What is it ? Are you in love ? Is that it ?

WOODLEY : No. No, of course it's not that. Only
I suppose I am different from other fellows5
that's all.

AINGER : What do you mean ?
WOODLEY : You won't laugh at me ?

AINGER : What do you take me for ?

[WOODLEY comes back to his perch on the table,
Fiddles  with  the  box  of sweets,  not looking  at

AINGER.

WOODLEY : Well, one night in town last holidays
I met Herpath . .. you remember, left last year ?
(AINGER nods.) He was at a loose end and he
asked me to go and have dinner with him ... up
West somewhere ... so I did . . . and then he
took me to a place down Tottenham Court
Road. A dancing place, the " Siren " it was
called. I don't know, I thought it was awful,
but he seemed to like it. There were a whole
lot of beastly looking mens awful swine,
and . . . and ... I hung about until, well . . .
there were a lot of women there .. . you know,
professionals,, the real thing, and I felt such a